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We were equally sore-pressed in the days of the
Boer War. We were sent to school wearing red
rosettes instead of patriotic buttons with photographs
of Buller, Roberts, French, Sir George White, and
other triumphant brass-hats. The journey to school
was sometimes terrifying; often it became a running
fight, with the schoolmaster's jeer awaiting us in
the class-room.

A milder instance of suffering for father's faith
was during the short period in which he gave up
church-going and sent us to a local Sunday school
run by the Ethical Society. I, personally, had an
incurable liking for Holy Writ, and learned by heart
all the scripture lessons taught in the Board school.
The inevitable result was the presentation of a Bible
by the Society for the Propagation of Christian
Knowledge, and what a commotion occurred when
I asked to be given an alternative book! But I got
one. It was called "Sketches of Jewish social life
in the time of Christ".

On Sunday afternoons five or six of us children
would go with father to Victoria Park, where he
would mount the socialist platform and sway the
masses while we mooched about on the outskirts
of the meeting selling pamphlets and a weekly
journal entitled Justice, the Organ of Social Demo-
cracy. We all knew this to be a great and good work,
but how cold and miserable we felt in the winter!
More to our liking were the tales of the old soldiers
who in those days had equal rights on the parks
with religious and political speakers.